ON A GRAVE OF THE DROWNED       Ronald
Bottrall
THEY whittle their life-stick who go
Down to the threshing jaws. Goodbye
To the smutty lamp, goodbyes are hoarse,
Disused. 'Draw the last pint!' There in the
Oil-black bay the muttering nets, a gale
Blowing against the wet finger. Gull once a
W pencilled against the gray, now
Dismantled, maimed, and set upon by friends:
Beaten offby bloody beaks, crunched feathers
Strike the shale ledges, wearily take
The backward, forward of the foam.
These went the watery bridge to know
Or numb, insurgent; on thole-pins spent
The dizzy creak of racked sinews and
Stalled with a thew-thrust, whipcord taut,
Jarring alarms of singing drowsiness.
Then glaucous eyes crammed full.
Above that mounded tale of many,
Disintegrated one, a beacon autumn tree
Irradiated from within swirls
Outward in eddies of russet light.